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	1. Chapter 1

Emily unlocked the door to her dormitory room to find the lights already on. She walked in cautiously, until she saw Clara stood in her room by the window, wearing the same black leather jacket she'd last seen her in. What the fuck was happening? How was she here? Right here in her room waiting for her? How had she even got in?

"What the fuck-" Emily said loudly, reacting to seeing her unexpectedly. She laughed out loud.

"You know," said Clara, looking out of the window, replacing the curtain, turning around to look at her. "I don't think we finished our conversation earlier."

"What the fuck are you doing here?" said Emily, immediately feeling a wave of shock travel through her body. "How is this even possible?"

"I kind of... borrowed a time machine," Clara smiled at her. "As you do."

"So you just thought you'd turn up in my room?" said Emily. "When I haven't heard a single thing from you..." Emily paused, "for the past two weeks?"

"I am absolutely going to kill him," said Clara, shaking her head, the colour draining from her face. "I'm so sorry, he told me it was the same day."

"I haven't heard from you for two fucking weeks," said Emily loudly, she then continued quietly, "I thought you were ignoring me after last time."

"Oh god, no," Clara said, walking towards her, "no, no, no, no, I really wasn't." She tried to put her hand on Emily's arm, she shrugged it off.

"Really?" said Emily, half sarcastically. "When was the last time you saw me?" She folded her arms.

"Yesterday morning when I dropped you off outside your place-" said Clara. It was clear she was being liberal with the truth. Her hair was noticeably longer and although she couldn't be 100% sure in the light, she definitely had the hint of a tan.

"Are you fucking lying to me?" said Emily, her eyes were beginning to sting a little.

"No, I'm not." Her eyes said otherwise.

Emily thought for a moment. "How long ago was yesterday?" she said, deferently.

"Ok," Clara sighed. "Look, I would have told you."

"Told me what?" Emily said, feeling her chin beginning to crease. She looked up to the ceiling.

"I've been... away," Clara said, nodding her head, aiming her large brown eyes in Emily's direction.

"How long?" asked Emily feeling a tear well up in the corner of her right eye. She wiped it with the corner of her sleeve.

"Eight weeks," said Clara, quietly.

"Eight weeks," Emily repeated. "Where have you been... for eight... fucking... weeks?" She just about managed to fight back tears.

"It was only supposed to be a day out to some planet," said Clara, "the Doctor and I ended up trapped in a network of sapphire caves-"

"A network of sapphire caves," Emily repeated blankly, before laughing out loud. "Really, you expect me to believe that?"

"Yes. We'd have been absolutely fine if the Doctor insulted some high priest and made him throw us down a well, into said network of sapphire caves. It was not nice."

"You have a time machine and you let me sit here for two weeks thinking you've dropped off the face of the earth?" Emily said, feeling a tear running down her face slowly. "Thanks." She stood with her back to Clara, looking out of the window.

"Do you want me to go back?" asked Clara, "because I will."

"No," said Emily sternly. She turned to look at Clara, her eyes beginning to redden, upset. "You can't just go back and change stuff."

"Then tell me what I can do," said Clara, looking down at her hands. "I'm sorry, ok?" Clara sat down on the bed and dabbed a finger in the corner of her eye, aiming her gaze towards the ceiling.

Emily sighed. She felt angry, annoyed and upset. She put her right palm and forehead on the window pane, trying to subside her tears. "It's late," she said noticing the time was almost midnight, "I think... you should come back tomorrow," she said quietly, not sure if it was because she was too angry or whether she didn't want Clara to see her like this.

"Ok," said Clara, nodding, standing up and straightening out her leather trench coat. "I understand. I honestly didn't realise it had been that long, you have to believe me."

"Tell me tomorrow," said Emily turning to lean backwards onto the window, avoiding her glances.

"When? Where should I meet you?" Clara said, standing a few paces away from her, thankfully having the good sense to not attempt anything else. There was a small part of her that wanted to kiss her, despite how upset she was.

"I'll message you," Emily said. "I'm presuming your phone is working now?"

"Yes," Clara said quietly, nodding. "Ok," she said resigned, turning around and walking towards the front door. "I'm sorry, I didn't mean to upset you."

Emily made no attempt to move from the window, letting Clara leave through the door without stopping her, noticing out of the corner of her eye that she paused to look back at her before exiting.

Emily moved herself off the window, sitting on the bed where Clara had been sat moments ago. She lied down, cuddling one of the extra pillows on the single bed, upset, she'd had a few drinks already that probably wasn't helping. She sobbed quietly to herself as she fell into a deep sleep.


	2. Chapter 2

Clara closed Emily's door behind her and turned to put her forehead heavily below the spy hole. She banged her head lightly on the door several times, feeling tears sting her eyes. She considered knocking, wanting to apologise again, but thought better of it. Instead dabbing the moisture in the corner of her eyes with her right index finger. She was upset, angry and annoyed.

She walked down the corridor slowly, finding the communal stairs and venturing outside to return to the TARDIS. The cool evening breeze hit her, as the streetlights punctured the expanse of black in the sky. She looked back towards Emily's window, visible from this side, the light was still on, curtains open. She almost turned back around but stopped herself.

Clara opened the door to the TARDIS, disappearing inside.

"What are you doing back already?" said the Doctor as she shut the door, still tinkering on the lower levels. He stopped what he was doing and walked up to meet her. "Judging by your previous form I wasn't expecting you back until at least Sunday," he laughed to himself. "You appear to have set a new personal best."

Clara stormed loudly across the floor and pushed him aggressively in the chest, almost catching him off balance.

"Don't you dare, don't you even dare," shouted Clara, tears brewing in her eyes. "Did you know?" She pushed the Doctor in the chest again, almost causing him to fall down the stairs. "You... you..." she wanted to say the word 'bastard' but couldn't quite get it out, "I hate you sometimes."

"What are you talking about?" said the Doctor, brushing himself down. "Why are you so..." he pointed at her face, "eyey and upset and loud?"

"Oh, I don't know," she said increasing her volume, "maybe the fact you dropped me off two weeks late." She stood a foot away from him, pushing him in the chest again, although this time there was no effort behind it.

"Oh," he said, "that." He smiled widely at her.

"So you knew?" she shouted, "I do not believe this." She turned around and folded her arms.

"The last trip drained the batteries, looks like we're stuck in here in the Windy City for as long as she takes to recover. Although having been outside I'd say it was only mildly breezy, not that windy."

"Two weeks late Doctor," spat Clara.

"I didn't think you or Bitey would notice," he said.

"Well, she did," said Clara loudly. "Funnily enough she noticed I disappeared off the face of the earth for two weeks."

"I told you she was good," said the Doctor, "at breakfast."

"That was nine weeks ago!" She snapped. "I haven't seen her for eight weeks after you insulted that high Priest, it is the only thing that has been keeping me going..." said Clara, "and now she hates me. So thank you very much."

"I'm sure she doesn't hate you," said the Doctor. "Do you want me to go and speak to her?"

"Dear god no," said Clara, "don't even think about doing that." She moved towards the corridor to find her bedroom. "I'm going to see her tomorrow, so now instead of the night of sex that I had planned, I am going to spend the night alone in my bed here upset."

"Come on Clara, don't be like that," he said, going to follow her.

"Don't, Doctor. I am angry, I am upset, I am on the verge of crying... These are all things that I should not be. I am in no emotional state to be anything else tonight," she said. "You could have at least told me!" She felt another surge of anger build up. "She thinks I've ignored her for two weeks!" Clara shouted, walking back towards the central console, pointing herself at the Doctor.

"I'm sure-" the Doctor started, trying to edge away.

"We are at quite a... delicate stage," Clara said loudly, "and this is the last thing I need."

"Look on the bright side," the Doctor smiled, still backing away, "we're stuck here now, think of this as a free holiday!"

"A free holiday?" snapped Clara. "We have a time machine, I've been on free holidays for the last four years!"

"I have a time machine," the Doctor retorted.

"Oh, so I'm just here making up the numbers am I?' Clara shouted back, "well that's just great."

"No, you're not," the Doctor sighed. "All I was saying was we're stuck here for a bit, so let's make the most of it, eh?"

Clara groaned loudly. "Fine," she said. She stalked back towards the corridor, going in search of her bedroom, grateful that the TARDIS hadn't hidden it as she wasn't in the mood to play games.

She slammed the door behind her, kicked her shoes off, threw her coat on the floor and sunk onto the bed, cuddling a pillow.

After a while of feeling sorry for herself, she fished her phone out of the back pocket of her jeans, wanting to compose a message.

She quickly wrote a simple message.

: I'm sorry. Please let me make it up to you. X

She debated the 'X' on the end for several minutes. She hovered her finger over the send button before deleting the message, figuring she would let Emily decide what she wanted to do.

Clara set her phone on the bedside table, covered herself with the duvet and hugged the pillow again, as a single tear trickled down the side of her face.


	3. Chapter 3

Clara woke the next morning fully clothed, in her bedroom in the TARDIS. She hadn't slept well, her mind overthinking every possible scenario that could happen with Emily.

She stretched out and checked her phone, there were no messages. It was 10.30. She decided to get up and get changed, though her anger had subsided, she was still upset on the verge of having a tear run down her face.

Clara emerged out into the TARDIS console room an hour later to find the Doctor reading a book on the balcony level. She stepped up the stairs to see him reclining in the leather gentleman's chair, reading the Da Vinci Code.

"Ahhh Clara, there you are," he said. "You know, Leonardo never told me he did any of this stuff when I met him," mused the Doctor. "I've already figured it out, waiting to see how long Robert takes to crack the case," he laughed lightly.

"Maybe Leonardo didn't tell you because... it's a work of fiction," Clara said, lifting up the cover, "very easy to read isn't it? I think I finished it in a day."

"You've read this?" said the Doctor.

"Yes, only me and every other person in the world," Clara laughed.

"Oh," the Doctor said. "It can't be impressive if I know you've already finished it." He threw it on the nearby table.

"I'm an English teacher, books are kind of, you know, my thing," Clara said.

"You could have fooled me-" the Doctor started.

"Stop," Clara said, interrupting him. She sat lengthways on one of the steps, back against the bannister. She crossed her legs, and looked away.

"How are you feeling?" he asked, sitting up, adjusting his shirt cuffs. "I see your eyes have calmed down, they are an interesting red hue but at least they are... inactive."

"I'm OK," Clara said, playing with the front hem of her denim shirt.

"Must you be so vague with your answers?" he got up and stepped over her legs on the step. "And do you have to be so... mopey?"

"Mopey?" said Clara. "I am not... mopey."

"Yes you are, you're moping, vis a vis you are mopey," he said. "Can you please go and sort whatever little disagreement you've had with Bitey out so you can stop acting like a teenager in the seventies after the Beatles split up."

"How old do you think I am?! I was much more of a Take That girl, actually," laughed Clara.

"So go, go on," he shooed her off, "go and relight some fires," he said.

"Take That in-joke," Clara smiled, "like it."

"Just go and talk or argue or cry or... have make up procreation-"

"No matter how many times you call it that, me and Emily cannot procreate," said Clara, "it is impossible."

"You are the impossible girl," he mused, looking away.

"Not so impossible I can become pregnant from sex... with a woman," Clara said sarcastically.

There was a knock on the TARDIS door. The Doctor strolled off in the direction, opening the door inwards. He looked around before aiming his head down.

"Oh, umm, hello Bitey," he said, loudly, directed at Clara. "We were just talking about you."

Clara straightened herself on the step to look out the door. She put her hands to brush down her thighs.

"Is she here?" Emily said.

"I'm going to need you to be a lot more specific than than that," he said, "to whom are you referring?"

"Clara, I need to see her," Emily said, "thanks."

"Why are your eyes the same colour as hers?" the Doctor said to Emily. He stood aside to let her in, sighing heavily. "I'm not sure I can't deal with two of you being mopey." He shut the door loudly.

Clara stayed put on the step, watching Emily look around, come up to her and sit to her left a few feet away. The Doctor returned to the central console.

"I was going to message you but when I saw this thing parked up from my window I figured this would be easier," Emily said quietly, not looking at her.

"Hang on," Clara said quietly. "Doctor," she said loudly.

"Yes?" he said, distracted.

"Can you leave us for a bit?" she said, "go and find something to do in the library or something."

"Ok," he said, pottering off in that direction.

"Huh," said Clara, impressed, "that was easy."

After a minute they both started to say something at the same time. Clara stopped to let Emily speak.

"I am still very upset," Emily said.

"I know," said Clara. "I'm sorry," she picked a few pieces of fluff off her black skinny jeans.

"It's just two weeks, I thought you weren't speaking to me after last time," said Emily, chipping bits off her nail varnish, distracted.

"No," said Clara, turning to face her, swivelling on the step. "Of course not."

"That's what it fucking felt like," Emily said, not moving.

"I've spent eight weeks trying to escape from some caves so that I could come back and see you," said Clara, looking for a reaction, "not that that matters in the general scheme of things obviously."

Emily sighed loudly, "I could tell you know."

"You could?" Clara said, surprised.

"The hair, it's a dead giveaway," said Emily, flatly. "And the tan."

"I don't suppose I can explain it away with the fact my hair grows really quickly and that I had a sunbed?" said Clara, half joking.

"Is that what you normally do?" asked Emily, still attacking her nail varnish.

"Not really had to explain myself to anyone for a while," Clara laughed lightly, "I must be losing my touch."

"Well I noticed straight away," said Emily, still looking down.

"Ok then," said Clara.

"I just don't want to be fucked around," said Emily. "I am not sure I can deal with that."

"Oh no, no, no," said Clara reaching for her arm, "I am not like that, please believe me. Admittedly, yes, my time stream is a bit messed up, and I do have a habit of disappearing for large amounts of time, but the last thing I would ever want to do is hurt you."

Emily lowered her head, moving her hand to rest on Clara's gently. "I honestly thought I'd scared you off."

"No, you haven't," Clara said, shaking her head, "I was just... two weeks late."

"An acceptable amount of late is half an hour, maybe a day at maximum," said Emily, still not looking at her. "Not two fucking weeks, OK?"

"Understood," said Clara. She felt Emily's thumb stroke her right hand gently. "I've missed you," she said quietly.

Emily turned around to look into Clara's eyes. "Same," she said. "I wish I wasn't like this though," she tried to avert her eyes.

"It's fine, really," Clara moved her hand off Emily's arm and moved it to her cheek, brushing it with her thumb gently. "I promise I will make it up to you, just tell me what to do, and I will do it."

"Well you can start..." said Emily, "with breakfast."

"Don't even ask," Clara said, pulling away, smiling softly. "Where?"

"There's a diner around the corner," Emily said. "And you're paying."

"An... American Diner?" Clara said, raising an eyebrow.

"Yeah," said Emily, confused.

"Awesome." Clara smiled.

"So," the Doctor said loudly behind, making them both jump unexpectedly.

"For fuck's sake-" Emily started.

"Doctor!" said Clara.

"Now you two have made up," he said, walking past between them, down the stairs. "Did I miss the kissing? Aren't you supposed to do that before you make up? The phrase isn't make up and breakfast, is it? I was not notified of that change."

Clara rolled her eyes. "No you didn't, yes it and no."

"I thought I left it long enough, maybe my setting needs calibrating..." he smiled at them. "So when are we leaving? Have I got time to get my special straw? The one that makes the drinks extra fizzy?"

"Err, what are you talking about?" said Clara.

"The straw, Clara? We had it when I took you to the moons of Jupiter, remember? I also had it when River slapped-" the Doctor reeled off.

"I know what straw you mean, Doctor," Clara sighed.

"Oh you mean, about breakfast? Add that to the list of things that I said I didn't like, like hugging, bantering, unicorns, ghosts and the like that I actually like, like now," he smiled at her. "And besides, I thought you were paying."

"Who invited you?" Clara said.

"I was in earshot when Bitey-"

"Emily," Emily said loudly, "how many times do I have to fucking tell him?" she said under her breath to Clara.

"-suggested breakfast, hence I believed the invitation applied to me," he said.

"OK," she stood up, making her way towards the Doctor, counting on her fingers, "so, a, it definitely was not an invitation, it was a demand, or a convenient free meal, at very very best, and b, if it was an invitation, which of course, as point a has already covered, it was not, it is certainly not being extended to you," she paused for breath, "and c, I really, really do not think you are going to add to or gain anything from the highly uncomfortable conversation and grovelling apology about the fact I was effectively AWOL for two weeks that is about to be had between me and her." She breathed out, loudly.

"Yeah, OK, but they do those pancakes with the little berries in them..." the Doctor said, "I like them."

"You're not coming," Clara said directly.

"But I love a Diner, there's this great one in Utah..." sighed the Doctor.

"Then go there, I don't care," she snapped loudly. "Emily," she said at a normal volume, "come on, let's go." Emily got up and stepped towards the door. Clara opened it and held it for her to go through first.

Clara shut the door slightly to prevent Emily from hearing her final outburst. "If you even think of," she counted on her fingers as she made each point, "following us, surprising us, sitting near us, looking through the front window, ordering takeaway, using your sunglasses to find us, turning up in Emily's room," she thought, needing three more points to complete a set of ten, "pretending there is some existential crisis, ummm, getting a spaceman to walk out from the kitchen... oh forget it, leave me alone, this is something I need to sort out myself, OK?" She said pleading with him.

"Can you at least bring me some of those pancakes back?" he said.

"I'll think about it," she went to go, before shouting back, "umm... no!" She slammed the door shut behind her.


	4. Chapter 4

Clara slammed the door behind her and saw Emily waiting for her, arms folded, looking away.

"Sorry about that," Clara said, pulling on her leather jacket. "I have to tell him to not follow me, other wise, you know, he will."

"I heard," said Emily, half smiling. "Existential crisis?" she raised an eyebrow, "what the fuck is that?"

"I really don't know," Clara sighed, straightening her collar and picking at her hair, "I just tend to spout this sort of stuff out once I'm on a roll, you know?" Clara went to stand next to her, "so where am I taking you? It's just, I have no idea where we're going, so..."

"This way," Emily strode off, lighting a cigarette, leaving her to catch up.

"So how's your course going?" said Clara, testing the water. "Enjoying it?"

"Yeah, I guess," said Emily, noncommital, "the facilities here are excellent, it's good." She blew out smoke.

"Good, I'm glad to hear that," Clara said awkwardly, she lowered her head and sighed to herself. "You are not going to make this easy for me, are you?"

"No, of course I'm fucking not," snapped Emily, taking a drag on her cigarette, "you left me without a word for two weeks, how would you feel if that was me doing that to you?" She folded her arms and continued walking through a built up recreation area.

Clara paused for a minute, thinking of when the Doctor had left her for weeks on end without so much as a word. "I'd be very angry, and upset, hurt, pissed off... wondering if it was worth it..."

"Really?" said Emily, sarcastically. "I'm glad you can grasp how I'm feeling."

"I just want to make it up to you," said Clara. "I just don't know if I can. I know exactly how this feels, trust me, I do, and it is unbearable."

"It is unbearable," nodded Emily. "It has been unbearable."

"I'm sorry, I don't know how many more times I can say that to you before you understand," Clara said, louder than she intended.

"I haven't done anything wrong," said Emily, pausing to inhale her cigarette and then blew it out, "you can apologise all you like."

"This is not a good idea, is it?" said Clara, stopping walking. "We are just going to end up spitting venom at each other, aren't we?"

Emily stopped a few paces ahead of her to stub out her cigarette and throw it away. She didn't turn around, "so that's it, is it?"

"What?" said Clara.

"You're just going to walk away, are you?" said Emily, turning to face her, six feet away.

"Of course not," said Clara, "that is the last thing I want to do."

"So?" said Emily.

"We're both upset, maybe this is not the best time to do this," Clara folded her arms and looked to the ground quickly.

"The longer this drags on the worse it is going to be for both of us," said Emily. "Make a fucking decision. Are you coming with me or are you walking away?"

"I'm not walking away," Clara shouted.

"Good," snapped Emily.

They looked at each other for thirty seconds, arms folded, trying to read each other's facial expressions. Clara initially was trying to convey anger, but then knew she only wanted to do one thing, kiss her. Emily's features were unreadable other than the fact she was angry, but they were beginning to twist into something different.

"So are you just going to fucking stand there, or what?" said Emily, still stood with her arms folded.

Clara moved towards Emily cautiously, tightening her folded arms, creasing her eyebrows, tilting her head. Emily stayed put, watching her approach. Clara got within a foot of Emily and reached out for her waist, grabbing the pockets of her grey coat and pulling them towards her. She went to kiss Emily gently on the cheek before pulling away.

"Hang on," said Clara, "have we just agreed to something?"

"I think so," said Emily, unexpectedly kissing Clara on the lips. It was an urgent angry kiss, conveying two weeks worth of missed contact, and eight weeks worth of waiting. Clara wasn't quite sure how long they had been there for when she pulled away to wipe away a single tear that had escaped from the side her left eye with her left index finger.

"You really are angry with me," said Clara, letting out a small laugh, "aren't you?"

"Yes," nodded Emily, using the right sleeve of her coat to wipe away several large tears away from her face, smudging her makeup.

"I hate..." said Clara, wiping away a stray dot of mascara from Emily's face with her thumb. "I didn't think I could feel any worse, but now I do."

"Fuck's sake," said Emily, looking to the sky, "I said I wouldn't do this."

"Do what?" said Clara, dabbing her eye with the corner of her palm.

"Any of... this," she said, eyes still upwards, "I told you I don't want to be fucked about."

"I am really trying not to." Clara went in to hug her tightly, resting her face into Emily's neck. She wiped away another tear, "I need tissues," she sighed.

"Me too," said Emily, laughing sadly. "Katie is going to fucking kill me."

"Katie... your sister?" said Clara.

"She told me to tell you to fuck off," Emily laughed once as they stood hugging still. She sniffed quietly.

"Should I be expecting a visit any time soon?" Clara asked, smiling.

"I wouldn't bet against it," Emily said, smirking.

"What do we do now?" said Clara, moving away from her. "I need to sort my face out." She wiped away another stray tear, "I don't usually cry like this," she lied. She cried most outings with the Doctor, but this was different.

Emily nodded silently to herself, taking Clara's hand in hers began walking back in the direction they had come.

"I guess breakfast is a bust then?" Clara asked.

"Yeah," said Emily.


	5. Chapter 5

Clara jogged a few steps to draw level with Emily as they retraced their steps hand in hand back towards the TARDIS. She hoped she was reading the signals right and they were heading back to Emily's room rather than dropping her off where they'd met in a fit of anger.

They reached the grassy area and the pathway that lead towards Emily's block, passing the TARDIS on their left.

The TARDIS opened and the Doctor came running out, flying straight past about ten feet in front, heading towards the block nearest to them. He held something small in his right hand that Clara didn't recognise.

"What the fuck is he doing?" asked Emily, turning briefly to look.

Clara sighed, "I honestly don't know." They continued walking together to Emily's block. "It's not important right now, though, is it?" She half smiled.

"No," agreed Emily, squeezing her right hand tightly, fishing out some keys from her front pocket as they approached the door.

"What are you two doing here?" said the Doctor behind them as Emily held up an electronic key fob to the lock. "I thought breakfast was," he spun around a couple of times and then pointed in the direction they had been going, "that way?"

Emily groaned loudly, letting go of Clara's hand she disappeared inside up the stairs out of view without a word. He looked perplexed.

"Well, that's not very friendly, is it?" observed the Doctor. "After she invited me out for breakfast earlier?"

"Doctor," Clara said slowly. "Please go, right now. I will not tell you again." She shut the door loudly, leaving him outside.

"Clara!" he said through the door, knocking. "I've found something!"

She ignored him and went up the two flights of stairs where she found Emily waiting for her on the landing, tapping her fingers gently on the bannister. "Come on," she said, holding out her left hand to Clara, she grasped it with her right, interlinking her fingers.

They walked silently to Emily's room, not looking at each other. Emily unlocked the door with a loud clunk and went inside, leaving it open for Clara to follow her as she moved away.

Clara leant back against the door for a minute, trying to read Emily's mood. She felt on a knife edge, not knowing whether they were about to have a full on argument or urgent angry sex. She wasn't sure if she wanted either of those things, let alone one of them.

"Are you coming in or are you just going to prop up the door all fucking afternoon?" said Emily, taking off her coat and throwing it onto the side. She paced to the window and stood with her back to it, leaving a space of twenty feet between them, back lit by the daylight outside.

Clara froze, there was a part of her that wanted to turn around and go back out the door to avoid this situation completely. She lowered her head, standing up off the door reluctantly, nodding to herself.

"OK," Clara said quietly, putting her hands in her jacket pockets.

Emily folded her arms and looked at her. "You do not do well in awkward situations, do you?"

Clara shook her head, lifting her head to look at Emily. "No, I don't. I hate this."

"Hate what?" said Emily.

"This," she pointed around her, "the not knowing, the uncertainty, the fact you hate me-"

"I don't hate you," interrupted Emily, sighing. "Come on."

"-that I can't explain this away like I normally do," Clara continued. "There's a part of me that wants to run, because that's what I always do."

"So why don't you?" Emily looked at her.

"Because I don't want to," Clara said, "I want to be here with you..." she paused, "just not like this. And I can't run, the TARDIS is broken or recharging or something, so I'm kinda stuck here."

"Really?" said Emily, half sarcastically.

"Yes," Clara answered flatly.

"You already made up your mind about walking away when you decided to come back here," said Emily.

"Yes," said Clara. "Yes I did."

"So?" asked Emily. "What's the issue?"

"I don't want to argue," said Clara.

"Ok," said Emily, "well, we're not. I've seen you having an argument, remember, and this... isn't it," she laughed. "And you're pretty good at it from what I recall."

"I am, aren't I?" said Clara, raising a half smile. "I don't want to do that with you, that's all."

"You don't like not being in control, do you?" smirked Emily, "that's what this is, isn't it?"

"What?" Clara said loudly. "No!"

"You only like an argument if you are the one in the who is arguing the point," Emily laughed, "it all makes sense now."

Clara sighed loudly. "No," she lied.

"And I bet this," Emily paused, pointing around, "is killing you," she said.

Clara resigned, nodding. "Yes," she whispered.

"For fuck's sake, get over yourself," Emily said, with a hint of laughter.

"I'm sorry?" said Clara.

"Get over yourself," Emily repeated, not moving from the window. She was making it very difficult for Clara to be passive. "

Clara glared at her, wanting to be angry but finding herself unable to rise to it. She paced slowly towards Emily, arms folded tight, looking down at the floor until she got within a couple of feet of reaching her.

"I don't hate you, you know," Emily said. "Please don't think that."

"I know, I know," said Clara, pausing.

"If you-" Emily stopped herself, "if... we are going to do this, you're going to have to learn to put up with all this sort of shit," she said dismissively. "Especially if you are going to disappear for weeks on end without telling me," she smirked.

"I'm sorry," Clara said.

"Just kiss me," Emily requested, remaining still.

Clara moved a pace forwards, putting her right hand gently onto Emily's cheek, brushing it with her thumb. Her eyes flicked between Emily's facial features, gaze resting on her lips for a few moments. Clara closed her eyes and leaned in to kiss her, hesitating once and then finding Emily's lips against her own, soft and warm.

Clara put her left hand around Emily's waist cautiously, keeping her right hand on Emily's cheek. She moved away as she didn't feel Emily kissing back.

"Is that it?" asked Emily, raising an eyebrow. "You're in my room, you've not seen me for eight weeks and that's how you kiss me? I can still throw you out, you know," she joked.

Clara laughed once, before going in to kiss Emily again, more urgently this time, moving her right hand to the back of Emily's neck to pull her closer. After a few seconds Emily kissed her back, smiling, but Clara could tell she was still angry.

Emily put her right hand on Clara's chest, her left hand on Clara's back to stand herself up off the window. She kissed Clara back gently at first but quickly progressed to match Clara's urgency. Clara felt butterflies in the pit of her stomach, immediately regressing to how she felt the last time she'd seen Emily, wanting to get her undressed and into bed as quickly as possible.

Emily undid the zip on Clara's jacket fully and pushed it off her shoulders, Clara had to move her arms to struggle out of it, not breaking off the kiss. She threw her jacket off of the floor and went back, quickly pulling up Emily's white tshirt up off her head. Emily began kissing her neck gently, she closed her eyes, not before catching the Doctor stood pacing around near the TARDIS outside, looking up at her, pretending to check his watch. She ignored him, instantly feeling compelled to move away from the open window.

She pulled Emily towards her by her waist, walking backwards towards the bed. Emily unpopped the top stud on Clara's denim shirt, before ripping the entire shirt open, laughing to herself.

"For future reference, I like this shirt," said Emily looking down at Clara's cleavage approvingly, "very... accessible." She smiled, putting both her hands around Clara's waist, gently brushing her stomach with her thumbs, "And to think I'd almost forgotten how fucking good your tits were," Emily laughed, raising her eyebrow, moving both her hands up the side of her body.

Clara went for Emily's jeans, easily undoing the top button, turning her around and pushing her onto the single bed. She pinned Emily down and continued kissing her deeply, trying to remove all of her clothing and her own as quickly as possible.


End file.
